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Summary:
You and Leyley have been best friends for years, ever since you moved to the area and were placed in the same class as her. Now in middle school, the two of you are as inseparable as her and Andy used to be. Snooping around their shared room, she found a pack of cigarettes he had hidden. Now, hanging out together after school, she's asking you if you want to smoke them together. Between the two of you, you're the one who catches faults and risks in your plans, and so you suggest that the two of you take a walk and do it elsewhere. The reader insert is not gendered.

Notes:
This is inspired by, but not sharing a total full canon with, the AU I've done some short fics on Tumblr for in @tcoaal's posts. Those are These two posts. Mostly connects only to the first.

Work Text:
You always were jealous of how Leyley shared a room with her older brother. Not that you wanted to share a room with your older brother, or that you wanted to share a room with her older brother. You were jealous of him, getting to share a room with her. Still, there were upsides, her mom was indeed a bitch. But then, you supposed your best friend wouldn’t exist if her mom wasn’t a bitch. So the bitch did create at least one good thing, you supposed.

Sometimes when Leyley was talking, you got distracted watching her lips move. You just couldn’t help it. You didn’t have words to explain what it was about your best friend’s lips that transfixed you so, but they did nonetheless. You’d both met a few years ago in elementary school. Now, you were both twelve. You and Leyley had been inseparable for almost that entire time, but it hadn’t begun so.

You were a new student, having just moved to the area, and got placed in the same class as her. She didn’t have any friends. She was weird and offputting. She was often violent and petty, and incredibly unpopular. You were transfixed instantly. You put in the effort to be her friend. Soon, she had been testing you, trying to push you away, trying to make you hate her, degrading and insulting you, ignoring and avoiding you, treating you like nothing. When she told you to never talk to her again, you did just what she said. Then she came asking for you back within a few days and, with one final test of loyalty, let you in on what her and her brother had done months prior to your arrival.

You’d never felt more excited in your life. She was everything you’d hoped she’d be and more. She’d only tried so hard to push you away because she needed to trust you. If it was even possible for her to ever lose your dedication to her, she’d never be able to fully trust you. It was only through your perseverance through her silly tests that you were able to show her that you fully meant everything you were saying. You wanted to be her best friend, and you took that seriously.

Ironically, her mother thought you were a good influence on her. After all, she wasn’t being so clingy with her brother anymore, because it had been displaced onto you. In her mom’s eyes, that was far more normal. You did admittedly have a minor chilling effect on her behavior. But it wasn’t because you were opposed to it. You reveled in it. You liked to watch her work, to see her at her worst, to enable her and push each other further. But you were the one with impulse control, and she’d come to recognize that fact over the years of you two getting away with all sorts of shit. So from her mother’s oblivious perspective, she was behaving more. In actuality, she was just better at getting away with it when you were around.

You two were relaxing in her bedroom together after school, Andrew off at some after-school activity. He relished in his newfound freedom, although there were other times where he seemed quite jealous of you for getting Leyley’s attention. If he became a problem, you did worry if Leyley would take your side in the end. Sure, you were her current obsession, but he was her brother and her first obsession. That was a challenge you didn’t want to have to deal with.

“So, wanna try dumbass’s death sticks?” Leyley was holding a previously hidden pack of cigarettes that Andrew had hidden in their shared room. It was incredible he thought she wouldn’t find anything of his. You could respect him being the prior voice of caution, but he was not very up on how crafty his little sister could be.

“Where at? Can’t stink up the apartment with them.” You shook your head softly. Typical. She was so cute how she could miss the most obvious details.

“Let’s just go for a walk. Nobody gives a shit where we are for a few hours at least, right?” Leyley sighed, getting off the bed and heading for her shoes. It was getting warmer out now, so she was wearing only a tanktop and denim shorts. You couldn’t help but stare at her legs.

“Alright, sure.” You likewise got up and got your sandals on. Leyley commented once that your toes were cute and you’d taken every excuse to show them since. She was probably just talking about your polish, but you kept that up always now too. Leyley double checked that she had his cigarettes and her lighter, grabbing her keys. You followed behind quietly, her shadow. The two of you jokingly said goodbye to the empty apartment and headed out, taking the elevator down. You headed out the door and squinted at the bright spring sunlight shining down upon you.

“Fucking bullshit nuclear ball of fire.” You scorned the source of all life on Earth.

“Wish we could put the thing out. Sink it into a giiiiiiant tub of water and watch it sizzle.” Leyley agreed. You laughed at the image she painted. That would be a huge fucking bucket. You noticed how she didn’t smile at her own joke, but she did smile when you laughed at her joke.

“It’d be pretty cool to blow it up, too. Imagine how big the explosion would be.” You mused in return. There would be fires thousands of times larger than Earth. The thought excited you.

“Oooooh, pretty!” Leyley agreed. The two of you headed aimlessly down the sidewalk, looking for a good place to sneak away and illegally smoke.

Eventually, you found a secluded alleyway. To your relief, although there was a dumpster in it, it wasn’t filthy and didn’t reek. The dumpster also provided adequate cover for you two from the alleyway entrance. Leyley pulled out the cigarettes, tapping the back of the pack with it upside down several times before flipping it over. “Something I’ve seen Andy do,” she explained before flipping the pack back over and taking two out. “For you,” she said with a smile, extending her hand and giving you the small white stick. Leyley took hers in her mouth and put the pack away, pulling out the lighter. She lit the one in your hand for you and then the one in her mouth. The two of you took drags from them at the same time.

And then you both coughed up any mucous in your lungs. Your head was swimming, but strangely you didn’t hate it. “What the fuck, how does he do this?” Leyley held her cigarette now, swearing at it.

“He’s-“ You coughed a little again. “He’s used to it.” You were right, of course. You tentatively took another drag, and saw that as she saw you do so, Leyley also did so. The two of you coughed again, but not as severely. You continued this pattern until the cigarettes were burnt down to the butt, and then tossed them to the side.

“Alright, so…” Leyley paused. You weren’t sure if she was thinking, or if it was just for emphasis.

“Let’s not make a habit out of it, but it was nice.” You commented. You felt a bit more energized now, and it was a good feeling. Your chest hurt a little, but you could get to the point where you wouldn’t be coughing anymore.

“Really? I was gonna say ‘let’s never fucking do that again’.” Leyley commented with a smile. You used to panic over differences of opinion like this when it came to her. You were afraid that you’d lose her. Experience had taught you that these sorts of things weren’t that earth-shattering, however.

“Right, I won’t make a habit of it.” You promised her with a smile. You understood the concept of second-hand smoke. “Around you, at least.” You giggled at your own joke and she laughed with you. “So, anything you wanna do?”

“Wanna go check the parking lot?” Leyley asked, nodding in the general direction. What that actually meant was doing some theft. There was a massive parking lot in the area, some sort of corporate complex, and all the office drones were still at work. Sometimes, people left their cars unlocked. Sometimes, you two pilfered unlocked cars there.

“Sure, maybe we’ll find some cash.” You and her began walking towards your destination.

“Maybe we’ll find a gun!” Leyley excitedly suggested. You smiled. It was ridiculously unlikely, but you sure hoped her dream would come true one of these times. You just wanted to see her shoot someone.

The walk to the parking lot was uneventful. As usual, it was packed. You two meanwhile were short, and that meant that cars easily made you hard to see. That made lurking between them easier. The two of you began slinking from automobile to automobile, quickly checking door handles before moving on, keeping your eyes and ears alert for the sound of people or moving cars, the hot sun beating down on you.

Finally, a door popped. The two of you were on it like maggots on a corpse, scouring every crevice and cubby, checking every seat. Leyley pulled a pair of heart-shaped sunglasses out of the glasses holder, putting them on with a proud smirk. You rifled through the glove compartment and found a few large bills stashed there, probably in case of emergency. Pocketing them, the two of you put away all the things you moved and closed everything you opened up. There’s always a chance they won’t noticed until it’s too late for them to know where it happened, and if they think they simply forgot where they put something, the timeline for that was longer.

The two of you moved on, bopping from car to car, the vast majority of them locked. None of your hauls were as good as that first one, however. The best find you had was a brand new seven inch pocket knife. The hilt was purple and the blade felt razor-sharp. You were so happy you claimed that one for yourself. Eventually, you called it, telling Leyley that your next find would be the last car. She trusted your judgement and knew you weren’t the type to have eyes bigger than your stomach. After finding the next open car, you two began your process. With both of your heads in the car, you suddenly heard a very incensed voice.

“Who the fuck are you and what the fuck are you kids doing?” The voice of an older man boomed out. The two of you turned around in terror. He wasn’t tall, and was rather portly, balding with ill-fitting business casualwear. His yellow shirt/brown pants combo was not serving him well at all.

“I uhh… I mean we…” Leyley began babbling, trying to come up with an excuse on the fly. You watched his expression. He didn’t look like he’d be buying it, but you gave her a chance. “We’re homeless.” Leyley finally landed on an excuse. He didn’t look like he cared.

“That doesn’t give you any right to steal from me.” The man scolded you two, looking like a father. “You’re both going to come with me, and we’re calling the cops.” He said the exact word that he shouldn’t have. You were not going to let that happen to Leyley. You didn’t give a damn about yourself, but you didn’t want that for her. Before he had a chance to react, you were charging him. As you did so, your hand rapidly flew to your pocket, grabbed your new knife, opened it, and now it was at the forefront of your charge.

Your hands slammed into his stomach and he let out a shocked gasp. He didn’t even seem to immediately register the pain. Without even thinking about it, you began to pull the knife upwards, slicing his stomach wide open. In shock at your own actions, you pulled the knife out and backed up. The man began clutching at his stomach in horror, blood pouring out of his body.

“Holy fuck.” Leyley quietly whispered. You turned to her. Her eyes were rapidly darting between you and your victim. You turned back to him just as the man collapsed to his knees, still desperately holding his guts, his eyes unblinkingly staring into the two of you, unable to muster a scream. He fell over onto the ground, into a pool of his own blood, and his body began to shake.

Without warning, you were snapped out of your transfixed gaze by a hand on your free hand. You turned, and it was Leyley. The look in her eyes said it all. You two ran at top speed, hand in hand, as fast as you could out of the parking lot, down several turns before you began walking normally. As soon as you two slowed down, Leyley elbowed you.

“Put that away and hide your hands.” Her voice barely raised above a whisper. She was absolutely right, you realized, and you followed her orders. The two of you continued the walk back to her apartment in silence. Eventually you did hear sirens in the distance, in the proper direction. You did your best to ignore them. You got to the door without incident, and she unlocked it.

She headed into the bathroom with you, supporting you as you washed your hands and knife, helping undress you and putting your clothing in the wash, leaving and coming back with some of her own, as well as a towel. She took your sandals and inspected the undersides. Thankfully, you’d managed to avoid stepping in any blood. That would have made your situation worse. Sure, the crime scene was covered in your fingerprints, but you two were kids. As long as nobody suspected you, they’d never be able to connect the prints to you.

You finished undressing yourself and climbed into the shower. “Could, could you stay with me?” You managed to ask her. The adrenaline and fear of getting caught was a lot to be alone with.

“Sure.” Leyley said with a smile. None of this seemed to be bothering her. But it wasn’t her first kill, just yours, so that made sense. As you showered, she stood there, the two of you silent for a time as steam filled the room. Finally however, she spoke up. “So…” Leyley began. “That… was really fucking awesome.” You turned to Leyley. If you were in her shoes you would be saying that, so it was mostly just being caught off guard.

“Yeah, I disemboweled a dude to keep you out of trouble.” You dryly commented while washing your hair.

“Pretty fuckin’ hot.” Leyley laughed. You would have blushed at the words, but the hot water meant all your skin was already red.

“You see all that blood? Fuck, that was brutal.” You smiled to her, happy you were talking about it like this.

“See? I smelled all that blood. Kinda wonder what it tasted like.” Leyley was absolutely serious, you could tell.

“Bitch, you don’t know what fuckin’ diseases are in that shit. You wanna taste someone’s blood, you taste mine, got it?” You laughed, but you weren’t kidding.

“Careful, I’ll take you up on that offer.” Leyley knew you weren’t kidding. This was fast turning into tentative plans.  

“What, you that down to get your lips on me?” The words slipped out before you realized how lewd they sounded.

“Well… in at least a couple of places.” Leyley shot back. You stumbled a little.

“Wait, really?” You turned your head. Weirdly enough, the weirdest part of having this conversation wasn’t being naked, it was being the only one naked.

“Asshole, you just killed a guy in front of me. Do you know how wet I am?” You were used to how vulgar or lewd Leyley could be, but you were not used to it being explicitly directed at you. You decided to cut to the chase, call any bluff that she might have made, and shoot your shot.

You mustered up all your confidence for your next words. “Well, if you wanna get wetter, get your ass in here already.”

“Fucking finally!” Leyley exclaimed, already tearing her shirt off.